



The first thing that alerted me to the fact that we were getting close was the sound. It was a faint sound, in the distance, but it was a sound nonetheless. Not the silence of the woods, but not the constant noise of the city, either. A happy medium, perhaps. 

As we got closer, I could make out the individual sounds: voices, laughter, the occasional clang of metal on metal. It was a busy sound, the sound of people going about their lives. And it was a sound that was quickly getting louder. 

Callia must have seen the look on my face, because she turned to me with a smirk and said, "Welcome to the camp, Eligidida."

I gaped at her. I had not expected this. I had not expected anything like this. In my mind, the rebel camp had been a dark and dingy place, populated by people who were as dark and dingy as their surroundings. I had not expected it to be... this.

The camp was bustling with activity. People were running and laughing and playing games and cooking food and cleaning up. It was like a small village, hidden away in the middle of nowhere. 

"This is where you live?" I asked incredulously. 

Callia's smirk turned into a full-fledged grin. "This is home," she said. "Come on, I'll introduce you to everyone."

She led me through the camp, pointing out different people and telling me their names. There were so many people, and so many names, that I quickly lost track. But it didn't matter, because everyone was friendly and welcoming. They greeted me with smiles and hugs and food, and I quickly realized that I had been wrong about this place. This was not a dark and dingy camp populated by people who were as dark and dingy as their surroundings. This was a home.